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CHAPTER I
THE POOR MAN'S CHILD.

Two worn travelers, a voung manand
a fair girl about four vears old, sat on
the towing-path by the side of the
T'rent.

The young man had his coat off, by
which you might infer it was very hot;
but no, it was a keen October day, and
an east wind sweeping down the river,
The coat was wrapped tightly round the
little girl, so that only her fair face with
blue eyes and golden hair p(-«lu-:! ont;
and the yvoung father sat in his shirt
sleeves, lookingdown on her witha lov-
ing but anxious look. Her mother, his
wife, had died of consumption, and he
was in mortal terror lest I]_niting winds
and seanty food should wither this
sweet flower too, his one remaining jov.

Williath Hope was a man full of tal-
ent; self-educated, and wonderfully
gquick at learning anything: he was a
linguist, a mechanie, a mineralogist, a
dranghtsman. an inventor. Item, a bit
of a farrier. and half a surgeon; could

iay the fiddle and the guitar; could
Sraw and paint and drivea fouren-hand.
Almost the only thing he could not do
was to make money and keep it,

Versatility seldom pays. But, to tell
the truth, luek was against him: and al-
though in along life eévery deserving
man seems to get a chance, yet Fortune
does baffle some meritorious men for a
limited time. Generally, we think, good
fortune and ill fortune succeed each
other rapidly. like red cards and black;
but to some ill luck comes in great long
slices; and if they don’t drink ordespair,
by-and-by good luck comes continuous-
Iy. and everything turns to gold with
him who has waited and deserved.

Well, for vears Fortune was hard on
William Hope. It never let him get his
head above water. If he zota good
place, the employver died or sold hisbusi-
ness. If he patented an invention, and
exhausted his savings to pay the fees,
no capitalist would work it, or some
other inventor proved he had invented
something so like it that there was no
basis for a monopoly.

At last there fell on him the heaviest
blow of all. ITe had accumulated £5(
as a merchant’s clerk, and was in nego-
tiation for a small independent busi-
ness, when his wife, whom heloved ten-
derly, sickened.

For eight months he was distracted
with hopes and fears. These gave way
to dismal certainty. She died, and left
him broken-hearted and poor, impover-
ished by the doctors, and pauperized by
the undertaker. Then his crushed heart
had but one desire—to fly from the home
that had lost its sunshine, and the very
gquntry which had been calamitous to

im.

He had one stanch friend, who had
lately returned rich from New Zealand,
and had offered to_send him out as his
agent, and to lend him money in the
colony. Hope had declined, and his
friend had taken the huff, and had not
written to him since. But Hope knew
he was settled in Iull, and too good-
hearted at bottom to go from his word
in his friend’s present sad condition. So
William Hope paid every debt he owed
in Liverpool, took hischild to her moth-
er's tomb-stone, and prayed by it, and
started to cross the island, and then
leave it for many a long day.

Now and then he got a day’s work in
the fields, and the farmer’s wife took
care of little Grace, and washed her
linen, and gave them both clean straw
in the barn to lie on, and a blanket to
cover them. Onece he fell in with ahar-
vest-home. and his fiddleearned him ten
shillings, all in sixpences. But on un-
lucky days he had fo take his fiddle un-
der his arm, and carry his girl on his
back; these unlucky days came so often
that still as he traveled his small pit-
tance dwindled. Yet half-way on this
iom'ney fortune smiled on him sudden-

. It'was in Derbyshire. He went a

ttle out of his way to visit his native

lace—he had left it at ten years old.
flere an old maid, his first cousin, re-

ceived Grace with rapture, and Hope
ttered about all day. reviving hisboy-
ish recollections of people and places.
He had left the village ignorant: he re-
turned full of various knowledge: and
80 it was that in a certain despised field,
all thistles and docks and every known
weed, which field the tenant had con-
demned as a sour clay unfit for enltiva-
tion, William Hope found certain strata
and other signs which, thanks to his
mineralogical studies and Pract:ml
knowledge, sent a sudden thrill all
through his frame. “lere’'s luck at
Jast!"” said he. “My child! my child! our
fortune is made.” . :

The proprietor of this land. and in-
deed of the whole parish, was a retired
warrior, Colonel Clifford. Hope knew
that very well, and hurried to Clifford
Hzll, all on fire with his discovery.

He obtained aninterview withoutan
difficulty. Colonel Clifford, thoug
proud as Lucifer, was accessible and
stily civil to humble folk. He was
gracions enough to Hope; but, when the
poor fellow let him know he had found
signs of coal on his land, he froze di-
rectly: told him that two gentlemen in
that neighborhood had wasted their
money groping the bowels of the earth
for coal, because of delusive indications
on the surface of the soil; and that for
his even if he was sure of success,
he would not dirty his fingers with coal.
*“I believe,” he said, “the northern no-
bility descended to this sort of thing:

but then they have not smelled powder,
and seen glory, and served her Majesty.
I have.”

Holw tried to reason with him, tried
to 'ge round him. But he was unassail-
able as Gibraltar, and soon cut the whole
thing short by saying: “There, that's
enough. Iam much ob to you,sir,
for Isrtngln&me info tion you think
valuable. on mmvelmn foot—

short of funds accept

| west to east. Ll ey reacned tnat piace
, Where we iniroaaced them to the reaa-
er.

Starvation and disease impended over
his child. He must work. or steal. or
something. In truth he was getting des-
perate.  He picked himseif upand went
abont, offering his mans ;u't'nmln'i-«h-
ments to humble shop-keepers. They
all declined him, some civilly. At last
he came to a superior place of business,
There were largeofficesand a handsome
house connected with it in the rear. At
the side of the offices were pulleys,
cranes, and all the appliances for load-
ing vessels, and a vard with horses and
vans, so that the whole frontage of the
premises was very considerable. A brass
plate said, “R. Bartley, shipbroker and
commission agent;” but the man was
evidently a ship-owner and a carrier be-
sides: 8o this miscellaneous shop roused
hopes in our versatile hero. He rapidly

hungry glanees throngh the window of
the man's office. It was a bow-window
of unusual size, through whieh the pro-
prietor or his employves could see a l]nl‘.lg
way up and down the river, Through
this window Hope peered. Repulses
had made him timid. Hd wanted to see
the face he had to apply to before he
ventured.

But Mr. Bartley was not there. The
large office was at present occupied by
his clerks; one of these was Leonard
Monckton, a pale young man with dark
hair, a nose like a hawk. and thin lips.
The other was quite a voung fellow,
with brown h;xir.llsazel eyes, and an open
countenance. “Many a hard rub puts a
point on a man.” S0 llulw resolved at
once to say nothing to that pale clerk
so like a Kite, but to interest the open
countenance in him and his hungry
child.

There were two approaches to the
large office. One, to Hope's right,
through a door and a lobby. This was
seldom used except by the habitues of
the place. The other was to Hope's
left, through a very small office, gener-
ally occupied by an inferior clerk, who
kept an eyve upon the work outside,
However, this oflice had also a small
window looking inward; this opened
like a door when a man had anything to

say to Mr. Bartley or the clerks in the
‘arge oflice.

William Hope entered this outer of-
fice, and found it empty. The clerk hap-
pened to be in the yard. Then heopen-
ed the inner door and looked in on the
two clerks, pale and haggard, and ap-
rrrln-nsiw of a repulse. He addressed
iimself to the one nearest him; it was
the one whose face had attract*d him.

“Sir, can I see Mr. Bartley?” .

The young fellow glanced over the
visitor's worn garments and dusty shoes,
and said, dryvly, “Hum!if it is for chari-
ty, this is the wrong shop.”

“I want no charity.” said Hope, with
a sigh; “I want employment. But I do
want it very badly: my poor little girl

 and I are starving.”

“Then that is ashame,” said the young
fellow, warmly. “Why, you are a gen-
tleman, aren’t you?”

“I don’t know for that,” said Hope.
“But [ am an educated man,and I could
do the whole business of thisplace. But
you see I am down in the world.”

“You look like it." said the clerk,
bluntly. “But don't you be so green as
to tell old Bartley that. or you are done
for. No, no; I'll show you how to get
in here. Wait till half-past one. He
lunches at one,and he isn't such abrute
after luncheon. Then you come in like
Julins Ceesar. and brag like blazes, and
offer him twenty pounds’ worth of in-
dustry and ability, and above all arith-
metic, and he will say he has no open-
ing (and that is a lie), and offer you Iif-
teen shillings, perhaps.”

“If he does, I'll jum{n at it said
Hope, eagerly. “But whether I suec-
ceed with him or not, take my child's
blessing and my own.”

His voice faltered. and Bolton, with a
young man’s uneasiness under senti-
ment, stopped him. “Oh,come,old fel-
low, bother all that! Why, we are all
stumped in turn.” Then he began to
chase a solitary coin intoa cornerof his
waistcoat lpocket. “Look here, I'll lend
you a shilling—pay me next week—it
will buy the kid a breakfast. 1 wish I
had more, but I want the other for
luncheon. I haven’t drawn my screw
yet. It is due at twelve.”

“I'll take it for my girl.” said Hope,
blushing, “and because it is offered me
by a gentleman and like a gentleman.”

“Granted, for the sake of argument.”
said this sprightly youth: and so they

: for the time, little dreammg,
either of them, what a chain they were
weaving round their two hearts, and
this little business the first link.

CHAFPTER 11.
THE RICH MAN'S CHILD.

The world is_very big, and contains
hundreds of millions who are strangers
to each other. Yet every nowand then
this big world seems to turn small: so
many people whose acquaintance we
make turn out to be acquaintances of
our acquaintances. Thisconcatenation
of acquaintances is really one of the
marvels of social life, if one considers
the chances against it,owing to the size
and population of the country. As an
example of the phenomenon, which we
have all observed, William Hope was
born in Derbyshire, in a small parish
which belonged, nearly allof it, to Colo-
nel Clifford: yet in that battle for food
which is, alas! the prosaic but true his-
tory of men and nations, he entered an
office in Yorkshire, and there made
friends with Colonel Clifford’s son. Wal-
ter, who was secretly dabbling in trade
and matrimony under the name of Bol-
ton: and this same Hope was to come
back, and to apply fora place to Mr.
Bartley; Mr. Bartley was brother-in-
law to that same Colonel Clifford, though
they were at d rs drawn, the pair.

Miss Clifford. aged thirty-two. had
married Bartley, thirty-seven.
Each had got fixed habits, and they soon
disagreed. In two years they parted,
with plenty of bitterness, but no scan-
dal. ey stood on his ri{zhts. and
kept their one child, little Mary. Ie
was very fond of her, and as the moth-
er saw her whenever she liked. his love
for his child rather tended to propitiate
Mrs. Bartley, though nothing on earth
would have indu ker to live with him

ttle Mary was two months’ younger
than Grace Hope, and, like her, had blue
eyes and golden hair. But what a dif-
ference in her condition! She had two
nurses and every luxury. Dressed like
a princess, and even when in bed smoth-
ered in lace; some wo r’:a?‘e always
upon her, a hand alw# {to keep
her from the smallest acciden
Yet all this care con’d not keep out

' stomach; s6 he soothed the stomach

surveved the outside, and then cast !

|

|

|

- —— e ——

—

Showed Some Signs Of TeVeTisnness.

The older nurse, a vigilant person,
told Mr. Bartley directly: and lim doc-
tor was sent for post-haste, He felt her
pulse, and said there was some little
fever, but no cause for anxiety. Head-
ministered syrup of poppies, and little
Mary passed a tranquil night.

Next day, aboutone in the afternoon,
she became very restless, and was re-
peatedly sick. The doctor was sent for,
and combated the symptoms: but did
not inquire closely into the cause. Sick-
ness proceeds immediately from the

with alkaline mucilages, and the sick-
ness abated. But next day alarming
symptoms accumsilated, short breath-
ing. inability to eat, flushed face, wild
eves. Bartley telegraphed to a first-rate
London physician. He came, and im-
mediately examined the girl’'s throat,
and shook his head; then he muttered a
fatal word—diphtheria.

They had wasted four days squirting
peily remedies at symptoms, instead of
tinding the cause and attacking it. and
now he told them plainly he feared it
was too late—the fatal membrane was
forming, and, indeed. had half eclosed
the air-passages.

Bartley in his rage and despair wonld
have driven gthe local doector out of the
house, but thisthe Londondoctor would
not allow. He even consulted him on
the situation, now it was declared, and,
as often happens, they went in for
heroic remedies since it was too late,

But neither powerful stimulants nor
biting draughts norcaustic applications
could hinder thedeadly parchment from
growing and growing.

The breath reduced to a thread, no
nourishment possible except by baths
of beef-tea, and similar enemas. Ex-
hanstion inevitable. Death certain.

Such was the hopeless condition of
the rich man’s child, surrounded by
nurses and physieians, when the father
of the poor man’s child applied to the
clerk Bolton forthatemplovment which
meant bread for his child, and perhaps
life for her.

William Hope returned to his little
Grace with a loaf of bread he bought on
the road with Bolton’s shilling. and
fresh milk in a soda-water bottle.

He found her erving, She had con-
trived. after the manner of children, to
have an aceident. The room was al-
most bare of furniture,but my lady had
found a wooden stool that emdd be
mounted upon and tumbled off, and she
had done both, her parent being away.
She had bruised and sprained her little
wrist, and was in the depths of despair.

“Ah.” said poor Hope, “I was atraid
something or olther would happen if 1
left you.”

He took her to the window, and set
her on his knee, and comforted her. He
cnt a narrow slip off his handkerchief,
wetted it, and bound it tightly and deft-
Iy round her wrist, and poured consola-
tion into her ear.

Then her father fed her with bread
and milk. and atterward laid her on the
bed, and asked her whether she loved
him.

“Dearly, dearly.” said she.

“Then if vou do,” said he, “vou will
go to sleep like a good girl, and not stir
off that bed till I come back.”

“No more I will.” savd she.

However, he waited until she was in
an excellent condition for keeping her
promise. being fast as a church.

Then he looked long at her beantiful
face. wax-like and even-tinted, but full
of life after her meal, and praved to
Him who loved little children, and went
with a beating heart to Mr. Bartley's
oflice.

But in the short time. little more than
an hour and a half, which elasped be-
tween Hope's first and second visit,
some most unexpected and remarkable
events took place,

Bartley came in from hischild’s dying
bed, distracted with grief; but business
to him was the air he breathed, and he
went to work as usual,only in a hurried
and bitter way unusual to him. Hesent
out his clerk Bolton with some bills,and
told him sharply not to return without
the money: and whilst Bolton so-called,
was making his toilet in thelobby, his
eye fell on his other clerk, Monckton.

Monckton was poring over the ledger
with his head down. the very picture of
a faithful servant absorbed in his mas-
ter's work.

But appearances are deceitful. He

bad a small book of his own nestled be-
tween the ledger and his stomach. It
was filled with hieroglyphiecs, and was
his own betting book. As forbisbrown=
study, that was caused by his owing
£100 in the n‘ntr. and not knowing how
to get it, To be sure, he could rob Mr.
Bartley. He had done it again and again
by false accounts. and even by abstrace-
tion of coin, for he had false keysto his
emﬁlnyer‘s safe, cash-box, drawers. and
desk. But in his opinion he had play-
ed this game often enough, and was
afraid to venture it again so soon and
on so large a scale.

He was =0 absorbed in these thonghts
that he did not hear Mr. Bartley come |
to him; to be sure, he came softly. be-
-ause of the other clerk, who was wash-
‘ng his hands and brushing his hair in
the lobby.

So Bartley's hand fell gently, but all |
in a moment, on Monckton’s shoulder, |
and they say the shoulder is a sensitive |

art in conscious rogues. Anvway |

lonckton started violently, and turned |

from pale to white, and instinctively |

{"l(:pkped both hands over his betting '
vk

“Moneckton,” said hisemployer, grave-
ly, “I have made a very ugly discovery.
Periodical errors in the balances, and
the errors always against me.” .

Monekton began to perspire. Not
knowing what to say, he faltered, and
at last stammered out, “Are yvou sure, |
sir?” |

“Quite sure. I have long seen reason ]
to suspect it, so last night 1 went
through all the books, and now I am |
sure. Whoever the villain is I willsend

him to peison if I can only catch him. | P¢

And you must help me.” |
Then Monckton's eyes turned this way
and that in a manner that is common
an.ong thieves. and a sardonic smile
curled his pale thin Li'p, and said, “Itis
my ‘(‘luty. But how? ok ST
“Why, suspect eve , and wa
them. y‘ owptflfere‘s 8;i§ clerk Bolton: I |
know nothing about him; I was taken

by his looks. Have vour e{g on him.”
“I will, sir,” said Monckton e&igerlv.
He drew a long breath of relief. For all |
that, he was g when. a voice in the
little office announced a visitor. |
A tall, stiff mili figure literally
marched into the middle of the office,
and there stood like a sentinel. !
. Bartley could hardly believe his

“Cohnelcuﬂotd!‘nidhe,mnghl;_.
'Yummmrhedtommm _

+ a swell march out of this t?olm that

“Urcourse 1 am. may 1L asE wuaru
brings you "

“That which composes all quarrels
and squares all accounts—Death.”

Colonel” Clifford said this solemnly,
and with less asperity. He added, with
a glance at Monckton, “this is a very
private matter.” '

Bartley took the hint, and asked
Monckton to retire into the inner office.

Assoon as he and Colonel Clifford
were alone, that warrior, still standing
straight as a dart, delivered himself of
certain short sentences, each of which
seemed to be propelled, or indeed jerked
out of him, by some foreign power seat-
ed in his breast.

Ay sister, your injured wife, is no
more.”

“Dead! This is very sudden.
very, very sorry, [—"

“She leaves yvou £20000 in trust for
the benefit of her child and yours—Mary
Bartlev.”

“Poor, dear Eliza.”

The Colonel looked as less high-bred
wople do when they say “Gammon,”
[nli [ﬂ’l'i‘l‘t'lll"i l'i‘n'i”} 1lllnllgh b1 H:ulllt*l_\'.

“In dealing with the funds you have
a large discretion. Should the girl die
before you, or unmarried, the money
Lipses to your nephew, my son, Walter, |
Clifford. He is a scapegrace, and has
run away from me: but [ must protect
his just interests. So as & mere matter
of form I will ask you whether Mary
Bartley is alive.”

Bartley bowed his head.

Colonel Clifford bad not heard she was
ill, so he continued: “Inthat case”—and
then, interrupting himself foramoment, |
turned away to Dartley’s private table, |
and there emptied his pockets of cer |
tain documents, one of which he want i

|

I am

ed to select. Ie then turned and step
{md toward Bartley with the document
e had selected at the table. Bartley went
to meet him.

ThelColonel gave it to him.and said it
was a copy of the will.

Bartley took it, and Colonel Clifford
exjw!lt'd his last sentences,

We have shaken hands., Let us for-
get our past quarrels, and respect the \
wishes of the dead.”

With that he turned sharply on both
heels, and forced the door of the little
office before he moved: then marched
out in about seven steps, as he had
marched in, and never ‘lmked behind |
him for two hundred miles. ‘

The moment he was out of sight. |
Bartley, with his wife's will in his hand |
and ice at his heart, went to his child’s ‘

|
|
|

room. The nurse met him, erying, and
sald. “A change”—mild but fatal words
that from a nurse’s lips end hope.

e came to the bedside just in time
to see the breath hoveringon his ehild’s
lips. and then move them: as the sum-
mer air stirs a leaf. Soon all was still,
and the rich man’s child was elay.

The unlm}np_\ father burst into a pas-
sion of grief, short but violent. Then
he ordered the nurse to watch there, [
and let no one enter the room: then he
staggered back to the office, and flung |
himself down at histable and buried his
head, To do justice, he was all parental
grief at first, for his child was his idol. |

The arms were stretched out across 'r
the table: the head rested on it; the man
was utterly erushed, |

Whilst he was so, the little office door
opened softly.and a pale, worn, haggard
face looked in. It was the father of the
poor man’s child in mortal danger from
rivation and hereditary consumption.

‘hat haggard face had come to ask the
favor of vm‘pln_\ ment, and bread for his
;:li rl, from the rich man whose child was
clay.

THE TWO FATIHERS.

Hope looked wistfully at that erush-
ed figure, and hesitated: it seemed |
neither kKind nor polite to intrude busi-
ness upon grief.

But presently Bartley canght sight of
him, and stared at him, but said noth- |

ing.

%‘hen the poor fellow saw it was no |
use waiting for a better opportunity, so |
he came forward and carried out Bol- |
ton’s instruetions; he put on a tolerably |
Jaunty air, and said, cheerfully, “I beg |
ﬁ»uq pardon, sir; ean I claim your at- |

ntion for a moment?” }

“What do you want?” asked Bartley,
blllt like a man whose mind was else- i
where.

|

Sy ——t |
CHAPTER 1IL |
|

|

l

|

“Only employment for my talent, sir. |
) | heas you have a vacancy for a man- |
er. \

“Nothing of the sort. 7 am manager.”

“But vou don’t know, sir, in how
many ways I can be useful toyou. A
grand and ecomplicated business like
vours needs various acquirements in
those who have the honor to serve you. |
For instance. I saw a small engine at
work in your yard; nowI am a me-
chanic, and I can double the power of
that engine by merely introducing an
extra band and a couple of cogs.”

“It will do as it is,” said Dartley, lan-
guidly, “and I can do without a man-
ager.

“Have you an opening foraclerk? I
can write business letters in French,
German, and Duteh; and keep books by
double entry.”

“No vacancy for a clerk,” was the
weary reply.

“Well, then, a foreman in the vard. I
have studied the economy of industry,
and will undertake to get you the great-
est amount of labor out of the smaliest
number of men.”

“1 bave a foreman already,” said Bart-
ley, turning his back on him peevishly,
for the first time, and pacing the room, '
ahsorbed in Lis own disappointment.

{Hu]m was in despair. and put on his
hat to go. But he turned at the window
and said: “You have vans and carts. T |
understand horses thoroughly. Iam a
veterinary surgeon, and I candrive four-
in-hand. I offer myself as carman, or
even hostler.”

“I do not want a hostler, and I have a
carman.”

Bartley, when he had said this, sat
down like a man who had finally dis-
ysedd of the application.

Hope went to the very door, and lesn-
ed against it. His jaw dropped. He
looked ten vears older. Then, with a
piteous attempt at cheerfulness,he came
nearer, and said: “Give me some Kind
of employment, sir. You will never re-
E;nt it. I've intelligence, practicability,

owledge; and in this age of science
knowledge is wealth. Example: I saw

owns all the parish 1 was

im 1 el Clif-
knew him in a moment—Colonel -
ford. Well, that old soldier draws his
rents when he can get them, and never

looks deeper than roots of the grass
his cattle crop. But I tell you
takes a walk about his grounds

marches upon millions—coal! sir, coal!
and near the surface. I know thesigns,

P50t T nt Succotent: oaly fouis
gt g g e o g g

but he

'he went about a

miracles. Try me, sir; honor me with
your sympathy. You are a father—yon
have 4 sweet [ittle girl, I hear.” Bart-
ley wineed at that, “Well, so have |
and the hole my poverty makes me pig
inis not good for her, sir. She needs
the sea air, the scent of flowers, and,
bhless her little heart. she does enjoy
them so! Give them to her, and I will
give you zeal. energy, brains, and amil-
lion of money.”

This, for the first time in the inter-
view, acrested Mr. Dartley’s attention.

“I see you are a superior man,” said
he, “but T have no way to utlize your
services,” . .

“You can give me no hope, sir?” ask-
ed the poor fellow, still lingering.

“None—and I am sorry for it.”

This onegracious -l|:¢-m-h affected r
Hope so that he could not speak fora
moment. Then he fought for manly
dignity, and said, with a lamentable
mixture of sham sprightliness and real
anguish, “Thank you, sir; 1 only trust
that you will always find servants as de-
voled to your interest as my gratitude
would have made me. Good-morning,
sir.,” Ile clapped his hat on with a

-

sprightly, ghastly air, and marched off |

resolutely.

Bul ere he reached the door. Nature
overpowered the father's heart; away
went Bolton’s instruetions; away went
fictitious deportment and feigned cheer-

- fulness. The poor wretch nttered a ery,
| indeed a seream, of anguish, that would

have thrilled ten thousund hearts had
they heard it; he dashed his hat on the
ground, and rushed toward Bartley,
with both hands out—*For (Jod's sake
don’t send me away—my child is starv-
ing.”

Even Bartley was moved. “Your
child!” said he, with some little feeling.
This slight encouragement: was enoug
for a father. His love gushed forth.
“A little golden-haired, blure-eved angel,
who is all the world to me. We have
walked here from Liverpool, where I
had just buried her mother. God help
me! God help us both!* Many a weary
mile, sir, and never sure of supper or
bed. The birds of the air have nests,
the beasts of the field a shelter, the fox
a hole, but my beautiful and fragile
girl only four vears old, sir, is houseless
and homeless. Her mother died of con-
sumption, sir, and I live in mortal fear;
for now she is beginning 1o zough, and
I cannot give her proper nourishment.
Often on this fatal journey I have felt
ber shiver,and then I have taken off my
coat and wrapped it around her, and
her beautiful eyes have looked up in
mine, and seemed to plead for warmth
and food I'd sell my soul to give her.”

“Poor fellow.” said Bartley: *I sup-
}'u_vsv I ought to pity you. But how can

? Man—man—your child is alive, and
while there is life there is hope; but
mline is dead—dead!” he almost shriek-
ed.

“Dead!” said Hope, horrified.

“Dead.” eried Dartley. “Cut off at
four years old, the very age of yours,
There—go and judge for yourself, You
are a father. Ican’t look upon my
blasted hopes, and my withered flower,
Go and see my blue-eves, fair-haired
darling—clay, hastening to the tomb;
and you will trouble me no more with
your imaginary griefs.” He flung him-
self down with his head on his desk.

Hope, following the direction of his
hand, opened the door of the house,and
went softly forward. There, laid out in
gtate, was a little figure that,seen in the
dim light, drew a cry of dismay from
Hope. He had left his own girf' sleep-
ing, and looking like tinted wax. Here
lay a little face the very image of hers,
only this was pale wax.

Hope hurried away from the room,
and entered the office pale and disturb-
ed. “Oh,sir! the very image of my own.
It filis me with forebodings. I pity you,
sir, with all my heart. That sad sight
reconciles me to my lot. God help you!”
and he was going away; for now he felt
an unreasoning terror lest his child
sh(lmld have turned from colored wax to
pale. ‘

Mr. Bartley stopped him. “Are they
80 like?” said he.

“Wonderfully like.,” And again he
was going, but Bartley who receiv-
ed him so coldly, seemed now unwilling
to  part with him.

Stay,” said he, “and let me think.”
The truth is, a daring idea had just

flashed through that brain of his; and.
he wanted to think it out. He walked
to and fro in silent agitation, and “his
face was as a book in which vou may/
read strange matter.” At last he made
up his mind, but the matter was one he
did not dare to a]ngmach too bluntly, so
ittle,

“Stay—you don’t know all my misfor-
tunes. I am ambitious—like you.
believe in science and knowledge—like
you. And, if my child had lived, you
should have been my adviser and my

| right hand: I want such a man as you.”

Hope threw up his hands. “My usual
Inck!” said he: “always a day too late.”

' Bartley resumed:

“But my child’s death robs me of the
money to work with, and I can’t help
you nor help myself; unless—"

“Unless what?” asked Hope, eagerly.
“T am not likely to raise objections; my
child’s life is at stake.”

“Well, then, unless you are really the

' superior man you seem to be; a man of

ability and-—courage.”

“Courage!” thought Hope, and began
to be puzzled. However, he said, mod-
estly, that he thought he could find
courage in a good cause.

“Then vou and I are made men,” said
Bartlev looking uneasily all ronnd the
room. and coming close to Hope. “The
very walls must not hear what I now
say to von.” Then. in a thrilling whis-
per. “My daughter must not die.”

Hope llmkﬁk puzzled.

“Your daugliter must take her place.®

[To be Continued.)
Business Improving,
(Yonker's Statesman.)

“8o your business is picking up, eh?™
said a facetious cobbler to a rag-picker,
who had just commenced operatious on an
ash barrel in front of his shop door.
“Yes, and I see yours is mending!” quick-
:Lre lied the ragged urchin, glancing at
nand.

ilapidated boot in the *

His Beloved Sleep,
A famous North Carolina clergyman,

while preaching from the text, “He
giveth bis beloved sleep,” in the
middle of his discourse, gazed upon his
slumbering co tion, and said:
“Brethren, it is to realize the un-
bounded love which the Lord appears to
have for & large portion of my audi-
tory.” ]
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| Established in 1847 by JOHANN HOFF, Royal Prus-
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| sian Couunselior, Knight of the (vder to the Crown,
lowner of the [mperial Austrian GodM Cross of Merit
with the Crowp, and owner of the Hohensollern Medal
of Merit, Purveyor of almost all Sovervigns of Eu ,
Inventor and first manuiacturer of the Malt Extract
and possessor of 58 PRIZE MEDALS from Exhibitions
and Scientific Societies.

The GENUINE Imported Hoff"s Malt bears on the
FACE OF EVERY BOTTLE the BIGNATURE of
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— FROM—
EXHIBITIONS AND SOIENTIFIO S8OOIETIES.

RECEIVED 88 AWARDS

SCEVAVY 80 CRAIXOEY

The onl ine JOHANN BOPP'S MALT
'rangxo'i"“ Oty AN LT E BE

THE GREAT TONIC

PHILADELPHIA, August 8, 1883,
MR FIsvgr:

Dear Sik: Having had occasion o give the pre-
parations of Malt now in the market an extensive and
gmlouged trial, [ have at last definitely settled on

ohann Hoil"s Genuine Imported, M. Eisner, sole
uﬁem, as being the best and maost reliable and
the indications in the largest majority of cases, It has
always given me entire satisfaction.

ul Ours,
ALBE L. A, TGBOLDT, M. D,

POR

LovmsviLLg, KY., April 27, 1854

EisNkr & MENDELSON :

DEAR Sirs: [ am using your “Hoff"s Malt Extract™
in my practice and am with results. Thanks
for uhnvm. i

ery ully,
o J. A LARRABEE M_»J.

DYSPEPSIA

To MORITZ gﬁi‘éﬁ, o Bole Ay-:t.d '
L.
Hoft's Malt Extract for the U. S, of A., 320
Street, Philadelphia.
DEAR BiR: Please ssnd one dozen of Tohann Hofl"s
Melt Extract to the above hospital. I am much
pleased with it and my patients could not do with-

out it.
E. RAAB M. D,
Besident Physician of the German H o
Philadelphia,

T EILES
To M. Ersxge, %’.é::t for Johsnn Hof"s Genuine

Malt
DExr BIR: . E. Wilson Johann

Hoff"'s Malt Extract as the best and only kind for owr
purpose. With kind

CHARLES 8. TURNBU D
Ammistant Professor Jefferson l%ﬂlﬂ&..
Philadelphia.

Mr. M. Ersxgr: [ have used the Johann BHofl's
Malt Extrac: sent me with v? effeat.
WILLIA EFPER, M. D,,
Dean of the University of Pennsylvania,

Weak and Debilitate

Garrisox HospiTAL, Vienna, Austris,
Johann Hoff"s Malt Extract has been largely used
in the above hospital, and we cheerfully indwsse ita
use to the medicsl profession for general debility and
convalescence, fur which it has proved o be a most
estimable rewnedy.
Dx. LOEFP,

(Bigned)
Chief Physician of H. M. the Emperor's Garr. Hosp.
Dr PORIAsS, House Physician,

FOR NURSING MOTHERS

Johann Hoff's Genuipe Malt Extract bas beem
chemically investigated in the la of Prof. vom
Kletzinsky, and has been found to contain only articles

which are of t benefit in cases of imperfect diges-
tions and uf::mmm, also affections of the chest,

for cun valescence and debility.
Pror. Dr. GMNIC&BTB‘I'!‘E‘I.
University of Vienna, Austria,

Weak Childre

I have brought suit %:I-
Messrs. TARRANT & C for
bottiing end wrelling another
preparation upen the repuia-
tiom of II‘ Genuine Malt Extraet
for which I have received 068
Medals from Exhibitions, Me-
di+ al Secicties, ete,, ete.

BEWARE of IMITATIONS!

BOPE S PhoRtiE P o e an e
every bottle.
JOHANN HOFF,
Berlin, Germaxy.

Beware of Imitations!

None (Genuine unless baving Signature the
Neck of Every Bottle of " =

‘/‘ W
Bole Agent for United States and Canada,

Elﬂm MENDELSON

for United States,

318 & 320 RACE STREET,
PHILADELPHIA, PA. U.8.A.




